The TrageJie of Hamlet 

To puiiifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and roinifter, 

I will beflowc him and will anfwere well 
The death I gaue him } £b againe good night 
I mud be cruell only to be kinde. 

This bad bcginncs, and worfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Lady. 

Ger. Whatfhallldoe:’ 

Hon. Not this by no meanes thatlbid you doe. 

Let the blowt King temp’t you againe to bed, 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of reechie kifles. 

Or padling in your necke with his damn'd fingers. 

Make you to rouell all this matter out 
That 1 eflentially am not in madnefie. 

But mad in craft, t’were good you let him k notve, 

For who that’s but a Qucene, faire, fober, wife. 

Would from a paddack, from a bat, a gib. 

Such deare concerning-s hide, who would doe fo. 

No, in difpightof fence and fccrecy, 

Vnpeg the basket on thchoufes top. 

Let the birds'fly, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Gtr. Be thou allur'd, if words be made of breath 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft fayd to me. 

Htm. I muft to England, you knowe that. 

Ger. Alack 1 had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

Ham. Ther s letters feald, and my two Schoolefcllowes 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d, 

They beare the mandat, they muft fweep my way 
Andmarfhallmetoknauery rletitworkc, 

For tis the fport to haue the enginer 
Hoift with his owne pet ar, an’t fliall goe hard 
But I will dclue one yard belowe their mines. 

And blovve them at the Moonc : 6 tis moll fweete 
When in one line two crafts direftly mecte. 


Prince of Denmar\e> 

This man lhallfct roe packing, 

Delude thegutsinto the neighbour roomes 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfayler 
Is now mod flill, moft fecrct, and moft graue, 

Who was in life a moft foolilh prating knaue. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit, 

gcnter King, and Qxecne, with %ofencraus 
and Cjayldcntterne: 

King. There’s matter in thefc lighes, thele profound hcaucs, 

You muft tranflate, tis fit We vndcrftand them, 

Where is your fonnc? 

ger. Beflow this place on vs a little while. . 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I fecne fo night ? 

King. What Gertrard, how dooes Hamletl,, 

Ger. Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier, in hislawleflefif. 

Behind the Arras hearing fomc thing ftirre, 

Whyps out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And inthisbrainifli apprehenfion kills 
The vnfecne good old man. 

King. O hcauy deedc l 
It had becne fo with vs had wee been there, 

His libertie is fill) of threates to all. 

To you your fclfe, to vs„to euery one, 

Alas, how fliall this bloody deede be anfwer’d? 

It will be layd to vs, whofe prouidence 
Should haue kept fhort, reftraind, and out of haunt 
This mad young man ; hut fo much was our loue, 

We would not' vn derftan d what was moft fir, 

But like the owner of a foulc difcafc 
Tokeepeit from divulging, let it fcedd 
Euen on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Ger, To draw apart the body lie hath kild, 
r> Ore whom, his very madnes like fomc ore 
A mong a mincrall of mettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a wcepes for wbat is 
King. O Gertrard, come away, 

K. The 
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